Gustave Flaubert Letters

him. As for me, who, thank Heaven, have no more connection
with that establishment, I don't give a whoop.

As I am going to begin a book which will exact much read-
ing, and since I don't want to ruin myself in books, do you
know of any dealer in Paris who would rent me all the books
that I designated?

What are you doing now? We saw each other so little and
so inconveniently the last time.

This letter is stupid. But they are making such a noise
over my head that it is not clear (my head).

In the midst of my bewilderment, I embrace you and yours
also. Your old blockhead who loves you.

CCXXXIII.    To GXJSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 19 July, 1872
Dear old troubadour,                                         4                                            f

We too are going away, but without knowing yet where
we are going; it doesn't make any difference to me. I wanted
to take my brood to Switzerland; they would rather go in the                   ;

opposite direction, to the Ocean; the Ocean will do! If only
we travel and bathe, I shall be out of my mind with joy. De-                   j

cidedly our two old troubadourships are two opposites.   What                   ,

bores you, amuses me; I love movement and noise, and even
the tiresome things about travelling find favor in my eyes,
provided they are a part of travelling. I am much more sen-
sible to what disturbs the calm of sedentary life, than to that
which is a normal and necessary disturbance in the life of
motion.

I am absolutely like my grandchildren, who are intoxicated
beforehand without knowing why. But it is curious to see how
children, -while loving the change, want to take with them their
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